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Tromp kept the advantage with the bulk of his force;
but it was at a fearful sacrifice. In the last encounter
the ships had fought almost at pike's length. Again
and again two of the Dutch admirals had tried to board
the Resolution, and again and again they had recoiled
before the storm of metal that roared from beneath the
exultant soldier's feet. Old hands were awestruck at
the fury of the fight. " The very heavens/7 says one,
" were obscured with smoke; the air rent with the
thundering noise; the sea all in a breach with the shot
that fell; the ships even trembling, and we hearing
everywhere the messengers of death flying about."

Since sunrise the fight had raged. It was now past
two o'clock in the afternoon. Yet again the undaunted
soldier of fortune charged; but the Dutch had had their
fill. Their splendid fleet had suffered terribly. Tromp's
flag had been shot away, and he himself was gasping out
his heroic life pierced with a musket ball. Of nine flag-
ships only two were to be seen with the main body.
Vice-Admiral Eversen was sinking, and scattered over
the waters were burning hulks and the wrecks of captures
blown up. As Monk tacked the Dutch spread their
crippled wings and ran for Holland. Monk limped after
them till evening, burning, sinking, and destroying.
Over a hundred sail they had stood out proudly, as the
sun rose, in pursuit of the English fleet, " but they were
very thin when the sun went down,"

As Gravesand steeple rose in sight and the Dutch
saw their shoals within reach, Monk gave up the chase.
The victory, complete as it was, had not been lightly
won, and all that night and the following day his
triumphant consorts staggered back to South wold Bay.sters hands, In view of
